through the loopholes at anything in sight. It was
so tantalising, cut off from green food as they were,
to see the pumpkins growing in the garden of
Johannes' house, that they used to fire at them and
spoil them for the enemy. Later on, when two of
the boys had been wounded, this light-hearted mus-
ketry was forbidden. The rest of the garrison had
already learned to save themselves and their am-
munition by only firing when they could cover their
man.
After the trials of the day the ladies at Dr Fayrer's
house would sometimes refresh their spirits in the
evening by singing part-songs as they sat in the
portico, though Mrs Germon, whose husband was
commanding at the Judicial post, found the accom-
paniment of roundshot and musket balls flying over-
head too dismal for her taste. By now, Mrs Inglis and
her party had settled down to a pretty regular life.
The servants were still loyal, though the ayah was
uneasy because her husband and children were out-
side in the city. The Brigadier slept in the Residency
building, but came across every day to breakfast and
dine with the family. Every morning, too, he read
the proper psalms and prayers with them, which
heartened them to meet whatever the day might
bring. One morning he told them that his servant,
Vokins, of the 52nd, had been hit by a roundshot
while standing in the portico of the Residency,
which had hitherto been considered safe. His leg
was amputated. He was too weak to take chloro-
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